

The Hi/! one of 

That were his Latkies : I cried hum, and well, go to. 

But markt hiiii.not a word vO.liei^a? tedious 

As a tyred Horle,a rayling Wife, 

Work then a finokie Houle. I had rather hue 
With.Chccfe andGarlickt i r a Windmill iarre, 

Then feed on cates, and bane fom talke to me,- 
In any Suripnev-houfe in Chriftendome. 

Mar. in fayth he was a worthy Gentleman, 

Exceeding well-read and profited 
In ftrange concealments, valiant as aLion, 

And wondrous affable, and as boontitu. I 
As Mines of India •’ lha.l L teii you,Coofcn, 

He holdes your temper in alvijh refpeft, 

And curbs himfelfe’Cuen of his natmau icope. 

When you come croflc his humour, fay th he does i 
] warrant you, that man is not aliue. 

Might fo hatie tempted him,as you hauedone, 

With outthe taftc ofdanger and reproo c : 

But doe not vfe it oft, let me intreat you. , 

War. Infayth,my Lord, you are too wilfull blame, 

And finceyour comminghithcr,haue done enough 

To put him quite befides his patience: 

Yourcuft needes lcarnt%ord,to amend this fault 

Though fometimesit fhew greatnefle.CGurage^lood, 

And thaw the deatefrghee it renders you : 

Y et often times it doth prefent harm 1 age, 

Defect of manners, want of g.oueinment, 

Pride, hautineffe.opinion, and difdainej 

The leaft of vvhich,ha«uting'a Nobleman, 

Lofeth mens heaftes;aikHeaues behind a flame 

Vpon thebeautic ofall partes behces, 

Beguiling them of commendation. tr r j 

Hot. Well, I am fchoold, Good-manners be your ip.ed, 
Hcerecomcyour Wines, and let vs take our leaue.^ 

Enter Glendovrer,nnth the Ladyes . 

Mor. This is the deadly fright that angers me, 

M v Wife can fpeakc no Lngkyh I no WcIjoa ^ 

Glen. My Daughter w eepes,fheele not part with 5 
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Sheelc be a fouldier to©, fheele to the warres. 

Mor. Good father tell her, that fhe, and my Aunt Percy, 
Shall follow in your conduct fpeedily. 

Glendower fpeakes to her in weljb, andjhe anfwerer 
him in the fame. 

Glen. Sheisdcfperatheere, 

A peeuifo fclfc-wild harlotry, one that no perfwafion can doe 
good vpon. 

The Lady fyeakss in Weljh. 

Mor. I vndcrftand thy Ieokes, that prety welfh, 

Which thou powreft do wnc from thefe fwelling heauens, 

I am to perfett in, and but for fhame 
In fudi a parley fhould I anfwcre thee. 

The Lady aoaine in rveljh. 

Mor. I vndcrftand thy kiflcs, and thou mine, 

And thats afeeling deputation : 

But I will neaer be a truant loue, 

TilUhauclearnd thylanguage,forthy tongue 
Makes weljh as fweets as ditties highly pend. 

Sung by a faire Qyeene in a Summers bowre, 

With rauifoing diuifion to her lute. 

Glen. Nay, if thou melt, then will fhe runnemad . 

The Lady Jpedkes againe inweljh . 

Mor. Ojlamingnoranceufclfeinthis. 

■Glen. She bids you on the wantonrufocslay you downe. 
And reft your gentle head vpon her lap. 

And fhe will fing the fong that pleafeth you. 

And on your eyelids crowne the God of fleepe, 

Charming your bloud with pleafing heauinclTe 
Making fuch difference betwixt wake and fleepe, 

As is the difference betwixt day and night. 

The houre before the heaiienly harneft teeme 
Begins his golden progrefle in the Haft. 

Mor. With all my heart Be fit and heare her fing, 

By that time will ourbookel thinkebedrawnc, 

glen. Do fo, and thofc Mufitions that foal’ play to you, 
Hang in the ayre a thoufand leagues from thence, 

And flraight they fliall be here, fit and attend. 
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